CHAPTER VII

I WAS not long in grasping the fact that there was
one God for grandfather and another for grand*
mother. The frequency with which this difference
wu$ brought to my notice mack It impossible to ignore
it.

Sometimes grandmother woke up in the morning
and sat a long while on the bed combing her wonder-
l\il hair, Holding her head firmly, she would draw
tlic comb with its jaggnl teeth through every thread
of that black, HI Iky nuine, whispering the while, not
to wake me:

"Bother you! The devil take you for sticking to-
gjcjther like this!"

When she* had thus tnkm all the tangles out, she
quickly wovit it into a thick plaitt washed in a hurry,
with many                         of her head* and without

washing away this          of irritation from her large

face, which created by sleep* she placed herself
l>ctfore the icon and began her real morning ablutions*
l>y which her whole bring was inntantly refreshed.

She                      her ercioked           and             her

149 only my lips that are bruised."
